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Is that all ? Not quite. Where you, if you
came to us, would see but an unremarkable level
of East-Enders, much like other Londoners, with
no past worth recording, and no future likely to
be worth a book of gold, I see, looking to the past,
a spectral show of fine ships and brave affairs, and
good men forgotten, or almost forgotten, and
moving among the plainer shades of its foreground
some ghosts well known to me. I think they were
what are called failures in life. And turning from
those shades, and their work which went the
way of all forgotten stuff before the inexorable
tide of affairs, I look forward from Poplar,
unreasonably hopeful (for so we are made),
though this time into the utter dark, for the
morning that shall show us the more enduring
towers ot the city of our dreams, the heart of the
commune, the radiant spires of the city that shall;
be lovelier than that dear city of Cecrops.

But for those whose place it is not, memories
and dreams can do nothing to transform it.
Dockland would seem to others as any alien town
would seem to me. There is something, though,
you must grant us, a heritage peculiarly ours.
Amid our packed tenements, into the dark mass